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To do the Master's will, no sluggard am,
Nor puffed up, win to Nibbana's bliss ?    (113)

One day, bathing my feet, I sit and watch

The water as it trickles down the slope.

Thereby I set my heart in steadfastness,

As one doth train a horse of noble breed.     (114)

Then going to my cell, I take my lamp,

And seated on my couch I watch the flame.   (115)

Grasping the pin, I pull the wick right down

Into the oil. . . .

Lo ! the Nibbana of the little lamp!

Emancipation dawns ! My heart is free I1

XLYIII
Thirty Sisters under Patacara declare their ANNA.

They, too, having made Vows under former Buddhas,
and accumulating good of age-enduring efficacy in this and
that rebirth, consolidated the conditions for emancipation.
They came to birth, in this Buddha-dispensation, in clans-
men's families in different places, heard Pataeara preach,
and were by her converted, and entered the Order. To
them, perfecting virtue and fulfilling their duties, she one
day gave this exhortation :2

Men in their prime with pestle and with quern
Are busied pounding rice and grinding corn.
Men in their prime gather and heap up wealth,

1  Lit., * There was emancipation of the heart' (or mind).    It is not
easy to avoid jejuneness in rendering faithfully the austere simplicity
of this little poem, wherein the terms and metaphors are not rich in
import to us as they would be to an early Buddhist,

2  Cf. with the following, Ps. Iviii.